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WILL-O’-THE-WISP 


TuHrovucH the wheat she found a road difficult and curv- 
ing: 
In the darkness, on she strode, hastening, nor swerving. 


Lights that lay above her head made a circlet for her: 
Little points flared out in red flaming thorns, that tore 
her. 


On and ever on she went, toward the days returning, 
Racing, with her quick unspent breaths, and dark eyes 


burning. 


Hastening to where a light promised harbour sweetly, 
Nor a moment dreamed the night prisoned her com- 


pletely. 


Always nearer in the dark went her slim feet softly: 
Where a white lamp like a spark wavered far aloft, she 


Made her way, untended, lone, bitterly fatigued, and 


Wall). : 
Day came up: she turned to stone, finding that the light 


was gone. 


[13] 


FOR A MAN 


I 


Bzsipe our blending shadows on the walls, 
Where firelight lies in patterned lace, and blurs, 
There enters softly, ere a pulse-beat stirs, 
Another presence, or some word recalls 
Something you said to her, or she, to you, 

And we are three who were, a moment, two, 
For in between our closest kisses, falls 

The ghost of hers. 


So, as a blind man in the dark essays 

By pretence to forget his sorrow . . . tries 
In the still night, to dream a sun apart, 

I lift my mouth to yours, yet close my eyes, 
For fear of meeting, in your steady gaze, 
Some truth, to break my heart. 


[17] 


FOR A MAN 


It 


I would not be, today or any day, 

For any moment of the hours that pass, 

A face familiar, in a changeless glass, 
Whereof the features linger, falter, stay 
Comfortable, faithful: in a quiet way 
Beloved, praised, with as unvarying Mass 
As busy men give utterance to .. . as 

The things men whisper, and forget they say. 


Nay, let me not be peace for you, nor sweet 

Contented tenderness . . . but, better far, 

The face that glistens darkly from a star— 

The ghost that rides your night with stinging feet— 
The lightning flash, that, in a quiet street, 

Forever leaves a scar! 


[ 18 ] 


FOR A MAN 


It 


When in your place another love shall lean 
Across the table top with match alight 

To touch my cigarette’s unlivened white 

Into a sudden crimson, in between 

Familiar glow and aspect of a scene 

Long since unnoted, swiftly, to my sight, 
The apparition of your face’s bright 
Forever haunting smile, that once has been 
Before me, tender, in that selfsame place, 
Shall flicker, in the roselight’s mellow bloom, 
And I shall dream of you . . . as in some room 
A dusty mirror, cracked from top to base, 
Recalls yet, in the silence and the gloom, 
Elaine’s bewildered face. 


[19] 


FOR A MAN 


Iv 


As on the distant compass of a wall 

Where subtle lines of blue and green divide 

-In shadows of dim light, whereunder hide 

A tree, a sky, a bush, some distant, tall, 

And only faintly imaged hill . .. where all 
The beauty of a chamber dwells inside 

Four gildings that enframe a Master’s pride,— 
So, on this throat you kissed, when shadows fall, 
They meet a loveliness no years allay... . 

And though mirth jangles, sickens, dies away, 
And less and less this white flesh glimmers fair, 
Still in this throat, so arrogantly gay, 

These eyes, that saw your dear lips resting there 
Shall see all beauty stay. 


[ 20] 


FOR A MAN 


Vv 


I could have learned whatever charm she bore, 
Had she been present for my eyes to see: 
Matched wit with her, matched beauty, mystery, 
Fathomed her impulse, and her spirit’s core, 

And made myself as she was . . . only, more 
Mysterious, more beautiful; where she 

Moved slowly, I, with sandals winged with flame, 
Had hurried on before her in the dark: 

My hands, not hers, had nourished with the same 
Burnt offerings, our common altar’s spark. 

But here, and now, I fight a wraith: she goes 
Forever in your heart, unchanged, divine. ... 
Nor do you even see these all too close 

Too human hands of mine. 


[21] 


FOR A MAN 


VI 


Who plays with Folly, travels Folly’s way, 
Through shining paths where little swords await, 
And aging happinesses end in hate 

For those who have forgotten words to say 

Of the loud lust that marked another day. 
However kisses burn, the flames abate 

In season, and the bleak Autumnal state 

Leaves ashes, where we swore a rose should stay. 


Who builds a house, has four strong walls, to hold 
And warm him when Time’s pointers circle close. . . 
Who plays with straws, finds every wind that blows 
A brief dark portent of a sorrow, come 

With winter time, and change, and so grows old 

As passion ages, impotent and dumb. 


[ 22] 


FOR A MAN 


VII 


Even these indolent hands you loved to kiss— 
These little tinted fingers, whose faint rose 
Flamed at your eager kisses, lie quite still 
Strangely, nor flutter at your step: it is 


As if the flesh itself, prophetic, grows 
Chilly and weary, presaging your chill, 
As flowers falter at the summer’s close 
Before the sunlight goes. 


And brightly and as fleetly as a spark 

Of light within a shadow thrills and leaps 

And dims, and dies away, so goes the flower: 

We meet, and kiss, and smile, and still, this hour 
Is like the foam that up the long wave creeps, 
To meet a certain dark. 


[ 23 ] 


FOR A MAN 


VIII 


One moment, till the lamps expire at last, 

And the bruised petal of the rose lies wan 

With echoed footsteps of the dancers gone 

Down corridors where mirth and light have passed, 
And darkly, wistfully, the shadows, massed, 
Like withered leaves that flutter on a lawn, 
Foretell the time of laughter hurried on,— 

Behold again the image of me, fast 

Fixed in the night times of your memories. .. . 

A flippant presence, bending back a slim 

Throat, to your ardent kisses, in some dim 

And secret place, for an enchanted hour. .. . 
Remembering me, sigh—as one who sees 

Spring’s vanished fragrant rose, Spring’s fleeting flower. 


[ 24 ] 


FOR ANOTHER MAN 


I 


You were blinded, but ever my seeing eyes 
Looked afar for a cloud all luminous; 
Beauty lay like a shining sharpened blade 
Coldly between us. 


Not by an angry word, or a blow, alas, 
Only by songs unheeded, by dreams derided. . . . 
But for a soul that was sterile to loveliness 


Were we divided. 


II 


I can remember a time when your eyes were fire 
Burning me like the blackest stars of a dream; 

I can remember a time when your dark eyes’ gleam 
Only etched like an acid your desire. .. . 

I can remember days dedicate to love, 

Love that came like a whirlwind, ruinous... . 
Days like a vision, that vanished, leaving us 
Knowing love not enough. 


[ 27] 


FOR ANOTHER MAN 


Ill 


Something was lacking between us; something more 
Than heart on heart and the poignancy of a kiss; 
Something avoided us, left us; a thing that is 
Utterly beauty’s core. 

My body indeed was yours, as yours was mite; 
Splendor of flesh was with us, and still, there grew 
Under my bosom, a blossom you never knew 
Mystical, dear, divine. 


IV 


You bent me under your touch and the metal grew 
Twisted and tortured and odd with your fingers’ force; 
But under the mask’s grimace was the distant course 
Of the image you never knew. 

And neither the thing you took, nor the thing you gave 
Anointed this flesh with love, or appeased the strange 
Hunger under my breast. Shall the spirit change 

To lie in a stranger’s grave? 


[ 28 ] 


THE CRILLON. 1924 


A ait of green enamel in her fingers 
Withholds a mirror, where her green eyes meet 
A sullen scarlet mouth, made subtly sweet 
By little wistful smiles, where sorrow lingers, 
As though old loves went by, on mournful feet. 


Across the linen cloth, his half-extended 
And unrelaxed unhappy hands in vain 
Reach for her touch. His eyes hold her again 
In one long hungry stare, begun and ended 
In bitter sweet futility, in pain. 


Their waiter, with hushed step and gentle stir 
Removes soup, changes silver. Through it all 
His black eyes call her with an urgent call 

Splendid, affrighting: and he breathes some eager 
Word . . . and her lashes quiver, and then fall. 


Lights flicker in a distant yellow gleam, 
And double basses and crescendos moan 
For silly dancing feet. They sit alone, 

Light cigarettes, watch ices melt . . . and dream 
Of something lost and lovely . . . and unknown. 


[ 31] 


WAY TO REST 


Be.ievine him, she lay awake at night 
And tore her heart apart with foolish hopes 
As a lost child importunately gropes 

Down strange streets to a dear familiar light. 


The candle of his promise flickered far 
And distantly she marked a pathway there, 
Her eyes forever set on that faint flare 

As one beholds a star. 


At length she knew he lied: hope fell away, 


And no wraiths tortured her with what might be... . 


At night, she sought her pillow quietly 
And slept until the day. 


[ 82] 


A LADY IN A GARDEN-CLOSE 


Tuere curled a golden snake about her knee, 
And underneath her lashes lilacs were; 
About her flippant shoulders, silk and fur 

And glittering beads were twined mysteriously. 


And there were orchids, orchids, everywhere, 
And painted stars, and trees, and slim white fauns 
Who danced forever on enchanted lawns 

With nymphs whose nightly rendezvous was there. 


These were her lawns, her blossoms; greenly bright 
Lay the gay grasses for her footsteps’ honour. . . . 
Here came her guests; she, regally the donor, 

Tossed away madly beauty and delight. 


All life was but a powder-puff; no sting 
Of things recalled lay in her shallow gaze. . . 
Ever she dreamed of lovers and of Mays, 
Nor saw the shadows blackly lengthening. 


[ 33 ] 


A LADY IN A GARDEN-CLOSE 


Grey grew her garden; one beheld a tear 
Flash on her bosom where a diamond burned, 
And bitterly and suddenly she learned 
The things she lost were loveliest . . . the dead, most 
dear! 


[ 34] 


A JOURNEY THERE AND 
BACK 


On slender feet 
Along the street 
Her little silver 
Slippers shone 


And lights allured 
With brilliant word 
To her, of sights 


Unseen, unknown... . 


Her laughter tinkled 
Like some shrill 
Slim silver trumpet 


From a hill 


And mirth and music 
Held her, till 
The night was ended. 
Long and bleak 


[ 35 ] 


A JOURNEY THERE AND BACK 


The long road home 
Whereon she set 
Her little naked 
Feet, and wet... 


Her purple lids 

Fell wearily 

On sea and sky 
And sky and sea. 


And all the music 

She had heard 

Fell from her 

As a frozen bird 

Falls from a withered tree. 


[ 36] 


THE ROSE GROWS OLD 


THE rose grows old and withers. Columbine 
Creeps desolately home through darkened streets, 
With bitter tears bequeathed by bitter sweets. . . 

Her satins dank and torn, and stained with wine. 


She lies upon her bed, and weeps, at dawn, 
And, finally sleeping, tosses restlessly, 
Remembering some touch on breast or knee 

Beloved for a hurried hour . . . then gone. 


She rises, having done with sleep and sorrow, 


And paints her lips, and laughs a bit, and sighs. . . . 


And seeks out Love, with shining silly eyes, 
That see no yesterday, and no tomorrow. 


[ 37] 


TO AN UNREASONABLE MAN 


You wept, that others knew, before, 
That frail and lovely path you strode: 
That remnants of an alien step 


Ephemeral, lay along your road. 


And this, indeed, was all you sought... . 


That Beauty should be walled apart, 
And know no god except yourself, 
And have no home, save in your heart. 


[ 38 ] 


A PROUD LADY 


Sue was too proud to love him as she did. 
His anger was a knife, his pain a dagger: 
He taught her soul humility, till love 
Became a torment to her. 


And looking in his eyes, between the kiss 
Which left, and that which followed, one fine day 
She hated him for loving him, and turned, 
Enraged ... and fled away. 


[ 39 ] 


“« ... HIC TRANSIT” 


Everytuine ends. The suns and the shades of time, 
Beauties remembered, beauties faded and gone, 

Days that are dreary, days that are heavy with glamour, 
Gleam ... and pass on. 


All things go from us. The sorrow and hurts that gnaw, 
Tangle of stars in the sky, and the black above 
Changes and dies, and eternally is forgotten. 
Everything ends. Will love? 


[ 40 ] 


THE BARREN WOMAN 


Her body is a bush that has been smitten 
By burning winds, and sudden tempests savage, 
So all the buds are killed: her body is a page, 
An empty page, on which no words are written. 


Her face is as a rose that dies forever... . 
Her love is seedless fruit: at length she passes 
As impotent as wind, along the grasses,— 

The harvest and the hearthside taunting her. 


[ 41 ] 


LOST LADY 


Ere the dissolution of her soul 
Left a mark on cheek, or soiled her lip, 
Underneath her lashes’ stir, a whip,— 
Madness, delicately fouled the whole. 


Through her mirth’s grotesque unsheltering fence 
Ancient figures wavered, dimly stern: 
Like the fragments of a costly urn 

Sadness loitered in her insolence. 


[ 42 ] 


CABARET 


Her dress was bistre, and her eyes, slim lines 
Of grey jade gleaming through a blackened veil; 
Glad laughter, gayer than a madrigal, 
Shattered, as wind, against a spray of vines, 
The dark and mournful beauty of her small 
Vermilion mouth, that ached with being Pays sr. 


And subtly, dreadfully, there lay, in all, 


The odour of fruit over-ripe.... 
Decay. 


[ 43] 


DANCER 


Sue is as lightly supple 

as a lily stem: 

her hands are bright white feathers 
and she fashions from them 

and her straight legs, her slim legs, 
rhythm, and poem. 


Neither a bough bending 

nor a young bush astir, 

nor yet a lithe vine swinging, 

can ever equal her 

keen grace, her flashing swiftness, 
her fluctuant gesture. 


[ 44] 


JEALOUS WOMAN 


By nights the little worms crept out 
From holes behind her eyes and ears 
And God knows what corrupted fears 

They whispered to her doubt. 


Her heart all suddenly became 
The mouldering carcass of a heart 
From which the feet of loves depart 
Abruptly, full of shame. 


What venom soured in her breast 
Made rank his clearest phrases; she 
Stabbed her own flesh malignantly 

And lost him when he loved her best. 


[ 45 ] 


JOHN SMITH 


Gop was promised him, and he believed; 


_ Knew his prayers by heart, and up and down... 


Kept his head in state to wear a crown, 
Watched his fellow sinners fall, and grieved. 


God was promised him, and so he went 

Straight along the path to Paradise; 

Love and Beauty called . . . he shut his eyes. 
God was waiting him—he was content. 


God was promised him. He knew no thing 
Passionate, or tender, or of worth, 
Save his prayers. They hid him, in the earth, 
With a worm—of God—for comforting. 


[ 46 ] 


END OF THE PLAY 


Har.eguin plotted, lied. Where is he now? 
And Columbine bent low, to some caress. . 

Here are her slippers, lying heel to toe, 
Here, her discarded dress. 


Only, herself is gone, and comes not back. 
Only, the garden, all night long, is still. 

There rise no echoed strains from some Pierrot 
Beyond the empty sill. 


With chains of stars the blue sky makes delight. . 
And slim trees greet a jasmine scented tune... . 


There waits a gate ajar, a pathway dark 
Beneath a yellow moon. 


And yet, they never come. The grass is still. 
Harlequin, glad Pierrot, where are you gone? 
Nothing . . . the slant light of the moon is chill 

Across a lonely lawn. 


[47] 


ANOTHER DAPHNE FLEES.... 


Hear within his kisses leapt and flayed 

Like a little licking flame on flesh; 
Straightway in his passion’s silken mesh 
All her spirit fluttered, hurt, afraid, 

Nor would she have lingered, then, nor stayed 
For a moment longer, lest, afresh, 

Body’s thirst assail her. Though he made 
Prayer and promise, though he kissed away 
Old insistent phrases, yet some gleam 

In his hot gaze lashed her; then, there lay 
Underneath her heavy lids, and wan, 
Hurried bitter tears . . . she wept, as one 
Who has dreamed divinely, and by day 
Wakes, to find the thing was but a dream. 


[ 48 ] 


IN A DARK WOOD 


Nieut creeps close. In the wood, where the trees are 
hoarded, 

Shadows scatter and mingle, and dim lights die. 

Steadily, stealthily, black falls lower, to cover 

The leaves in the trees and the pools where the dead 
leaves lie. 

Softly there enters a sound like a small heart’s beating: 

Out of the nest of the silence, the branches stir, 

And Beauty goes, like a Flitting Mouse, through the 
darkness. .. . 

Seen for a moment only, and lost forever! 


[ 49 ] 


EPITAPH 


Heap the dirt above her head 
In a murky cover; 

Pile the stones in heavy rows 
Cruelly above her; 

Leave her neither rose nor rue 
Roses shudder for her... . 
Since she sleeps, a woman who 
Never knew a lover. 


[ 50] 


PANTOMIME 


NerrHer what she did, nor where she went 
Found the answer to the thirst that lent 
Restlessness to night times, and that tortured 
Waking hours and moments. Though she heard, 
Just beyond the hills, a whisper call, 

Rushing, she found nothing there at all. 


Kittens, fishes, daggers, fans and paint 
Made a decoration for her plaint: 
Eagerly she sought a star that burned 
On a pine-tree’s top, and found it turned 
Into silver paper. In that way 

All she dreamed was lost, or thrown away. 


[51] 


CANDOUR 


Wnuat’s the fuss about? 
Since her skin is white 
Why not use its silk 
Gently, for delight? 
Beauty flees so soon... . 
Love outlives no day. ... 
If her mouth’s a rose 
Press it while you may. 


Grey dawn on dull eyes, 
Drawn lips, wrinkled skin, 
Some old crone, at prayer. . 
This, the end of sin. 


[ 52] 


MAN OF ALL WORK 


He made the fires, he cut the grass, 
He polished windows, till they caught 
All roses of reflected light: 

He beat the rugs: ah, there was naught 
Of little dreary things, but he 
Accomplished them, and cheerfully. 


He was not man, but just a one 
Who came and went, till seven: then 
Arrayed in fine attire, he walked 
The narrow streets of town again, 
And held aloof, a stroller who 
Would say: I’m just as good as you. 


A little later every night 

The First-and-Last’s unholy bar 
Would find him seeking at its ledge 
His solace for the things that are: 
As if to vanquish from his mind 
Thoughts of tomorrow and its kind. 


[ 53 J 


MAN OF ALL WORK 


He made the fire, he cut the grass, 
From six to seven faithfully: 

And then, in haughty raiment, was 
As drunk and happy as could-be. 
In whiskey lay this virtue . . . it 
Enhanced his glory for a bit. 


[ 54] 


WHERE NO SEEDS GROW 


Here rest no homes, here grow no seeds, 
Here come no laborers to toil: 

Alone along the stretch of soil 

The boulders cluster, and the weeds. 
And barrenly, and worm defiled, 

These acres waste, with such a blight 
As he who never dared to fight. ... 
Or she who never bore a child. 


[ 55] 


BLACK LOVER 


His black skin mocked the pale hue of her own 
And shades of ebony and ivory 

In cheek and teeth showed boldly, flashingly, 
Within the lamplight’s zone. 

And glasses waiters music dancers were 

Unseen, unnoticed: by a table’s space 

She saw the Jungle leap across his face 
Flame-like . . . and call to her. 


Then, was the music soft, or the light dim, 
With hints of some erotic Paradise? 
Perverse desire looked at him, from her eyes, 


And beckoned him. 


[ 56] 


SNOWBIRD 


Wirn painted parrots and with wooden trellis 
And soiled pink cotton roses, they essayed 
To cloak its sordidness: some beauty made 
For the assorted blacks and whites and yellows. .. . 
Beneath red-shaded lights, the crowds went by, 

Of black man, white girl, brown girl, lips near lips, 
And a tan dancer, shaking rounded hips 

To stir the jaded eye. 


This was his Paradise: here, every night, 

He watched the dancers, heard the music hum, 
_ Or, casually, eyed the wiles of some 

Worn girl whose paper pallor matched his own. 
And now and then it happened one might see 
Him sniff a powder, quickly: so it was 

That tunes he heard were thrice melodious 

And poppies bloomed about him, gorgeously. 


[ 57] 


LADY LOVE,LADY LOVE 


He made a promise of foam, and of shreds of a feather: 
She stabbed the web with a pin and nothing was 
there, 
But since it was Spring, and so long as they were 
together, 
What did she care? 


He brought her roses and roses: she found a dagger 
Hid in a room, and she cut off their heads, each one,— 
And hurried to bury the thorns . . . when she went to 
find him 
Later, he’d gone. 


There were the roses for solace: she smothered her 
sadness 
And waited his footstep’s return; in a number of 
years 
All of the blossoms were withered: she had, for her 
harvest, 
Nothing but tears. 


[ 58] 


INTERLUDE 


Wuen the flesh that burned her turned to clay 
Sternly she lamented, thrust away 

All that was of passion, frail or lewd... . 
Vowed herself to lasting rectitude. 

Came a day when suddenly a glance 

Tore her heart. She laughed, in arrogance, 
Finding, in two steady eyes’ delaying, 
Answer to her fasting and her praying. 


[ 59] 


THE WAKE 


LittLe mice crept close and thin 
Underneath the thunder’s din, 
Shivering, to her. 


Little mice with silver fur 
Ran along the walls that were 
Shaking, in the storm. 


She was cold, and they were warm... . 


Mark the silent horror! 
In the lightning, all the swarm 
Kept the death-watch for her. 


[ 60] 


HARLOT 


Doers she remember one 

Of all the many nights 

That Hell shall see undone? 
Can any lost delights, 
Remembered, recompense 
For faded stars and dreams? 
If one might read the gleams 
That lie behind her eyes, 


What wonders there might be. ... 


Beauty, perhaps. We see 
Her lurk along the street, 
Red-lipped, and eager-faced, 
With steps eternity 

Shall watch retraced. 


[ 61 ] 


SINCE SHE MAY NOT DANCE 


Lay aside your lute, 
Since she may not dance.... 
She, who was so fleet. 


Let your strings be mute 
Since her little feet 
Shall no longer stir. 


Lay aside your lute. ... 
Set your lute apart. 
Music breaks the heart 
That remembers her. 


[ 62 ] 


] ne. Scale Sa ‘ee 
A i ” 
Beet hSec See ee + ON 


— 


ee ak eae 
mel, opp Loan. , 
] Ota : : 


sa $ 


Toke thaw. Rew, Leng cary Bee ig hie 
: 


PART FOUR 


Ree eee that fee ey, ae as 


Wels 
woven woicee hot J 
ee ee Stina wae rncle, - 
SARS Taare ae 
Nowe ne Sake GEER eran 
— Dorerhs, Der 


Pawn % Ta Cena. ‘ 


B FD OPP eee DPOATAPD cet 


Se Wey ee 
J wea ROR) “thee eh 
Ane haw, oetole, 9 y 


EXPLANATION OF A TENDENCY TOWARD 
FLIRTATION 


Kwnowine you wiser than all other men, 

And infinitely fairer, still I find 

My wayward heart persistently inclined 

To test their subtle differences. When 

I love yourself most wholly, even then 

Why this man’s eyes are cruel, or this one’s kind, 
Is exploration fitted to my mind, 

That, like a bird, flies hence, and back again. 


And yet this wanton heart, impelled to roam 
For this man’s hair of black, or eyes of blue, 
This heart that turns from you, goes back to you 
A little piteously, after all... . 

As truant children hasten, frightened, home, 
When evening shadows fall. 


[ 65 J 


TODAY IS OURS 


Topay is ours. . . . O, touch my hand and brow, 
Bewilder me with kisses . . . let no mar 

Of time, or sudden change, drift in, to chill 

The sunshine where we are. 


Bewilder me with kisses . . . close my lids 

With little songs, with some sweet mournful tune. 
Place petals on them, that I may not see 
Tomorrow come too soon! 


[ 66] 


TWO THAT LOVE 


Two that love should never be parted. 

Distance lies, like an angry sea, 

Raging aloud, as, all broken-hearted, 

Waking, I moan, and yearn for thee. 

Beauty waits in the mists divinely, 

Ever the voice of her sweetly calls, 

Longing . . . ah . . . but how shall she find me? 
Lone, all lone, as the darkness falls. 


Night is starred, and my thoughts are driven, 
Snow-white sheep, on the hills of shade: 

Yet, the heart in my breast is riven... . 

Yet, my hunger is not allayed. 

Anguished I wait, and broken-hearted. .. . 
O, for thy kiss on my hands again... . 
Touch of thy flesh, to assuage my pain! 

Two that love should never be parted. 


[ev] 


BETWEEN LAST NIGHT AND THIS 


Between last night and this, I have forgotten 
What other lovers on my breast have lain, 
With hot close mouths, and delicate caresses 
That will not bloom again. 


I have forgotten Spring and Fall and Summer. ... 


The rose of April, and the sun of May, 
Are faded, and the fragrant wind of Junetime 
Forever blows away. 


I have forgotten all that went before you, 
Loving you more than all, all else has grown 
A dim and lost romance of queens departed, 
And heroes long unknown. 


[ 68] 


TO A DILATORY SUITOR 


Topay, you could have had me, but you waited, 

And sent me roses, and an empty message: 

Some Wednesday, you will want me very badly, 

And find me missing, and go dumb with rage, 

And cry that I am fickle, faithless . . . never 

Recall these long weeks, when, all placidly, 

I have been here, and waiting. Did you ever 

Put out a hand to hold, or capture me? 

Today a rose is yours, to pluck and cherish, 

Whose petals next week drift from hill to plain... . 
O—you will wait too long . . . and when you want me 
I shall be gone, and you will call in vain! 


[ 69 ] 


UNIMPORTANT 


How should I remember 
When the storms blow, 
Who taught me laughter 
Ages ago? 


Might not some petal’s fall 
Rend me with pain 

If I should recollect 
Passion again? 


Summer and winter 
Are far apart... . 
I have forgotten 
Who broke my heart. 


[ 70] 


CHLOE, TO LALAGE, WHO HAS STOLEN 
HER LOVER— 


Weep for your roses, Lalage. I, too, 

Weep, for a rose I gathered long ago, 

And watched grow old and faded: now, I know 
The way all roses go. ; 
As my delight for him ... as his, in you. . 
Weep for your roses, Lalage, I, too, 

Weenie .o\s 


Music, that once was gay, is piteous. 
Distantly dancers sway. I, too, have danced 
Blithely and passionately, all entranced 

With love’s unreal substance. 

That was before love did this thing to us.... 
Music, that once was gay, is piteous 


Now. 


Laugh at his kisses, lest they hurt you. I 
Drank his mouth thirstily, as Lesbian wine: 
Have you not traced an essence half divine 
In lips that once were mine? 
Ah, Lalage, beware . . . for love goes by. 
Laugh at his kisses, lest they hurt you. I 
Laugh. 

[71] 


BOUND 


Take away the magic 
You have put on me: 

I am held by whispers, 
I, who would be free. 


I, who would be free and false, 
Why must I be true? 
I fear to move, for hurting 


Some clinging thought of you. 


So the sunny branches 
Beckon me in vain... . 
I, beside the hearth-fire, 
Huddle to my pain. 


[ 72] 


THEY WHISPERED THAT YOU WERE DEAD 


Tuey whispered that you were dead, 
And their voices were hushed and low... . 
As the hours flicker and go 

I laugh at the things they said. 

You, dead?—When I see your face 

In the clouds, and the stars at night,— 
When your fingers, cool and white, 
Seem to beckon me every place. ... 


Ah, no .. . like the wind, the sea, 
All deathless beautiful things, 

You have gone on ecstatic wings 

To dwell with eternity. 


[ 73 ] 


FIELD MAGIC 


A BLACK velvet cow 

And a red barn stood 
Etched line-clear 

By the bright green wood. 


And the silver ribbon 

Of the road wove in 

Through the mist of the trees 
Where the bluffs begin. 


The shallow valleys 
And the small hills made 
A patch-work pattern 
Of the light and shade. 


You kissed my hand 

And I quickly knew 

How earth that was Earth 
Could be heaven, too. 


[ 74 ] 


END OF LOVELINESS 


Nor when my body dies, but when my beauty 

Fades as a rusted leaf,— 

Then shall I pass from the haunts of men, and hide 
from their glances, 

Heavy with grief. 


Then shall I wait the end, as the silent Autumn... . 
Bleak with her naked limbs that await the snow: 
And she and I shall wail in the winds, and sorrow, 


Watching the wild birds go. 


[ 75] 


FOR A YOUNG MAN DYING 


I 


Across the distant fields, the violet 

Turns ever bluer with the Springtime’s blue, 

And on the paths we might have wandered through 
In April’s magic, buttercups are set. 

You lie alone, and dying: I forget 

No word or phrase I hear them say of you, 

And weep. So Spring grimaces at us two 

With beauty futile as the heart’s regret. 


Alas, that though each day the green creeps on 
The empty bleak expanse of lawn and bough, 
Yet must I walk alone, and piteous, now, 

Nor find me aught save woe to murmur of, 
As Guinevere, had Launcelot grown wan, 

And perished, ere their love. 


[ 76] 


FOR A YOUNG MAN DYING 


II 


You frown a little, puzzled, wondering how 

These hands, once brown, that lie so palely, where 
Some quilt, disordered, leaves the thin arm bare, 
So soon their grasp on life should disavow. 

One bends above your bed, and smooths your brow, 
And talks of drugs and doctors, sickroom fare. . . 
Ironically floats upon the air 

An ancient dim “I love you,’ mocking, now. 


One night like to another night time is, 

With naught to dream about, and naught to gain, 
Save when, in breathless pauses from your pain, 
You see some fair hand flicker like a star, 

And one red mouth your mouth was wont to kiss 
Smiles wistfully, afar. 


[77] 


FOR A YOUNG MAN DYING 


III 


The little table at your bedside, plants 

In even pinks and crimsons, daily tended, 

A box of cigarettes, some poems, ended,— 

Stray letters, and a window’s slim expanse 

Bound your horizon, now, whose flashing glance 
Gleamed, yesterday, across some chambers splendid 
Lamplight and velvet rugs, to where extended 
White arms whose beauty matched your arrogance. 


Now in the lonely chamber where you lie 
And groan and toss, once insolently strong, 
There cluster, in a shadowy silent throng, 
The ghosts of Paris, Hector, all those sung 
Of long ago, who gallantly passed by... . 
Were loved .. . and vanished young. 


[ 78] 


THE MOMENT GOES 


I 


Tue silver and the curious 
Apparent lustre of the night 
Forebodes a certain pain for us. 


Lie still, speak softly of delight, 
That flees as eagerly as dawn, 
Ere day’s austerities affright. 


A while the curtain flutters on, 
Yet still . . . yet still, within our sight, 
Hunger grows glutted, and is gone. 


It 


Lie quite quiet beside me, do not stir: 
Only answer me wisely. ... 
When Beauty, wanton and Lesbian, beckons me, 


What shall I do with her? 


[ 79 ] 


PRAYER TO PERSEPHONE 


PrrsePHONE, whom the long grey shades enfold, 
Here, above thee, the years are empty and useless: 
Prayers unheeded, roses changing to mould, 
Hopes aborted, only are given us. 

Truly, I weary of dawns that forever shine. .. . 
Of days like lovers, that smile deceitfully. .. . 
Send thou a draught of thine oblivious wine— 

Find, in thy darkness, a little nook for me. 

Only a nook, a forgotten lonely place, 

Where, when the world above is breathless and rushed, 
I, with thy violets about my face, 

May lie quiet and hushed. 


[ 80] 


PRETENDERS 


Wuar have we two to do with love or lust, 
Since all’s a surface play, where each essays 
To stir, by new wiles and exotic ways, 

The jaded heart to some excitement—? Just 
As I, beneath my lowered lashes, know 

You, for fresh game to conquer or to lose, 

And for that end my blithe enchantments choose, 
And set about the play of passion... so 

You eye me over, find good points or flaws, 
Stare at me eagerly, with alert head, 

Ears pricked to hear some alien note or sound. . 
As one who all expectantly withdraws 

From cases filled with books, some fresh, unread 
Slim volume, quaintly bound. 


[ 81] 


O, LET DEATH 


O, tet Death like a young man, 
Come wooing me with laughter, 

And calling me, with deep eyes, 
That I would follow after. 


The old men all about me 
Come kneeling lover-fashion. .. . 

But I would have a youth’s lips, 
And hands, to meet my passion. 


What matter if my roses 
Turn dun, are trampled, even, 
Since he shall give me others 
More beautiful, from Heaven. 


The old men bring me necklets, 
They send me blossoms daily. .. . 

O, let Death be a young man 
And I shall greet him gaily. 


[ 82] 


yr “Ss 


ae ee 
—- 3 


ADEQUATE REASON 


Wuy should I love you? Other men are wise 

And wiser than you are, and strong, and fair, 

With just such curved red mouth and thick dark hair, 
And such disturbing eyes. 


And other men are better than you are, 

And kindlier, more gracious; arrogance 

Is in your slightest word, and in your glance 
Pain flickers like a star. 


Because I am afraid of you, and fired 

To turn and leave you—(if I only could!)— 
I love you more than all familiar good 

Of which the heart grows tired. 


[ 83 ] 


YOUNG WITCH 


I sari make a prayer 
To a small devil, 
That all your life, 
In both good and evil, 


Great things, or small, 
Pleasant things, or dreary, 
Some of me shall creep, 
Arrogant, eerie. 


So, in any touch 
Of a girl’s finger 
Look for the heat 
Of my flesh to linger. 


Wait, in the pulse 

Of your maddest kissing, 
In the dark of night, 
For my kiss to sting. 


I shall make a spell 

So no matter where you travel 

The thought of me shall run beside 
As threads ravel. .. . 


[ 84 ] 


I CAN REMEMBER 


I can remember, as well as you, 

Gilt of the sun, and the blue blue sea, 
With the white fringed breakers eternally 
Blown back to the sky-line’s blue. 


Where the cliffs of Lesbos were high and white, 
And the grapes were ripened, and blackened, and burst 
In a honeyed wine for an eager thirst, 

I waited your steps, by night. 


You were straight and slim, with a swift line-swerve 
Of flowing beauty, through breast and thigh... . 
And the sea lay back of your drowsy eye, 

And blood, in your mouth’s rich curve. 


I, in the dust, can recall once more 

Bending and kissing, in years away, 

The hollowed place where your small heel lay 
In the sand of an ancient shore. 


[ 85 ] 


HOW DO I LOVE YOU 


How do I love you? Not as you say love, 
Who drink Confusion’s golden liquor daily, 
Grow mad with feverish languors . . . languish, gaily 
Cast by the cup whereof you quaffed enough. 


But as one bears a little vial which hath 

Clear fluid that, once spilled, none may recover, 
I guard the fire within my veins, and hover 
Demurely in your path. 


[ 86 ] 


TO KEKKHKELRE 


I 


You are a deathless star whose beauty nightly 
Makes of the little pool at my doorstep’s base 
Only a fragile mirror, wherein your face 
Luminous, breathlessly beautiful, flickers brightly. 


You are a star; and your gleaming evermore 
Sinks to a quiet rest in my waters tender; 
Utterly thrilled, I behold your reflected splendor. . 
You are a star in the pool beside my door. 


II 


What is the use of weeping? After all 

Things remembered and longed for, bitter and blest, 
Answer only at last, to the urgent call, 

Silence, and rest. 


What is the use of weeping? All things die. 
Beauty dazzles and vanishes, life goes on. 
Kiss me. I shall be silent, I shall not cry 
When you are gone. 


[ 87] 


TWO AT TEA 


You netted lying little birds. 

I talked with tangled snakes for words. 
Daggers in my eyes grew blunt 

At your steady malice. Hunt 

And the Hunter, made a strange 
Paradox, of time and change. 

What you murmured, I decried. ... 
With an eyelash, tossed aside 
Featherweight of fact. 

When I tired, when I slacked, 

You, with phrase impact of sin, 
Drove your rapier in. 


[ 88] 


ONE ONLY 


Men who have loved this beauty of mine, made 
This flesh a prize to dream of hungrily, 

To bruise with savage kisses, to caress, 

May all their lives recall me, and not guess 
They never knew me. 


For only one shall look, beyond my eyes, 

And past my lashes, and my bosom’s stir, 

To where my heart waits lonesomely . . . and he, 
Having me not, shall have me certainly 

To keep forever! 


[ 89] 


LOVE MOTH 


Love me. Time goes: I go, too. 
Here’s this little mouth of mine 
Moulded in a rose for you— 

Rose of blood . . . and Columbine. 


Suns set. Yesterday grows dim. 
Blossoms wither, on the vine. 

Here’s my hand to meet your whim— 
Hand of snow . . . and Columbine. 


Lamps flare. There’s a white moth, dead. 
Life grows bitter, stales, like wine. 

I’ve forgotten what I said,— 

What I promised . . . Columbine. 


Hurry ... in this mirror . . . see 
Wrinkles, on this cheek of mine! 
There’s a chilliness in me. . . 
Fold me closer . . . Columbine. 


[ 90 ] 
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Night grows dull. Lights flicker low. Soe 
Beckon, in a long pale line. ; 
Kiss me softly, ere I go, 

Then forget me . . . Columbine. 


BEAUTY RETURNS 


Beauty returns forever . . . O, lost Spring 
Wherein this heart insufferably thrilled, 

Among unending meadows, down long lanes 

Where the thick verdure, drunk with silver rains 
Caught the quick step, and left the foot-fall stilled,— 
Thou, too, shalt come again. And this same sting 
Another year, be smothered in fresh pains, 

Fresh loveliness, fresh rapture . . . this heart filled 
Again with beating beauty, and these veins 

Bear out the swallows’ wing. 


For now and evermore, deep in the grass, 
Where tired feet and feeble drag along 
To the unending rhythms of the day, 
Creeps stealthily, among the roots’ dim, grey 
Unlightened starkness, some green tendril’s strong 
And youthful life. Mays falter, Aprils pass, 
Yet safe and certain, in the womb of clay 
Beauty is re-created. In some glass 
May’s image gleams again, and in some song 
Spring fathoms her lost way. 

[92] 
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BEAUTY RETURNS 


Through the fantastic winter of our hearts 
Threads, in a little line, a little fire, 

Blood-red, blood-scarlet, as the bosom’s core, 

The life-blood of fresh passion; evermore 

Awaits the Springtime, and the heart’s desire. . . 
Where ancient branches wither and depart 

In little rifts of dust; in the dark, sore 

Neglected caverns of our love, there start 

Again, the shoots of lilies, and before 


Our gates, the sun flames higher. 


Beauty returns forever. Through the wheat 

And past the brown ploughed fields, and through the 
trees, 

There flutter garments vaguely, and there comes 

The beating of unconquerable drums... . 

The sound of music, and the smell of sweet 

And ever nearer roses . . . thus, one sees 

Beauty return, on unreluctant feet. 


THE END 


[ 93 ] 
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